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1. Where the Love for Writing Was 
Born 


x . f Where the love for writing 
= was born, Without wasting 
F any time. Vivienne pointed 
to a table filled with bags 
| containing newly bought 
’ shoeboxes from Avenida 


sleet Presidente Masar Wk. 

Next to it was a chaise longue, draped with 
several dresses, each still tagged with their 
prices in EUR. Notes of interest for learning 
what I hadn’t known until that moment— 
blessed be the fashion designers—I gleaned 
three essential facts to better understand my 
new friend: 

Weight: 50 kilograms 
Measurements: 81-57-86 centimeters 
Height: 1.80 meters 
She moved from one side of the room to the 
other, leaving a trail of the scents of soaps, 
shampoos, creams, cleansing gel, nail polish, 
and a perfume whose name escapes me now. 


S- 
ia) 
Se 
N 
MN 
(@) 
2) 
QO 
(a) 
© 
= 
S 
= 
a 
= 
5 
a8 
= 
(a) 
Le! 
ia) 
— 
a 
a 
es 
ie) 
je} 
— 
— 
CO 
ia) 
ie) 
(@) 
— 
— 
— 
— 
J 
ia) 
= 
bho 
oS 
— 
ep 


She wanted my opinion on her decision to 
accept what seemed to be a marriage 
proposal of convenience—that is, more 
money to inherit and squander, from her life 
philosophy. Perhaps it was the third or fourth 
time I had visited her penthouse in the 
Polanco district, but it was the first time I had 
seen her fully lucid, or rather, sober. I didn’t 
quite know why my opinion was needed, as, 
in the end, Vivienne was accustomed to 
being swept away by the emotions of the 
moment. 

Several hours passed as the brilliant mind of 
the Princess of Bariloche coordinated her 
outfit for the upcoming Skype date, updating 
me on the qualities of such a festive occasion. 
Besides, she busied herself with getting me 
drunk on a bottle of Henri IV Cognac 
Grande Champagne in payment for my visit, 
although I would have been satisfied with Just 
a glass of water served by those fine, long, 
and smooth hands. The star model, standing 
at 180 centimetres, still hadn’t decided on 
her ‘Airport Looks’ for her next trip, where 
she planned to pair metallic pieces with a 
crocodile handbag and diamonds at her 
throat. Thin—excessively so—her weight had 


dropped to dangerous levels due to her 
overindulgence in psychedelics, which were 
clearly damaging her health. The truth 1s, 
“such an ideal of beauty 1s far from reality,” 
but to me, she is the greatest thing that has 
ever happened. 

Her silky face, along with her figure, fell well 
within fashion’s standards. She could easily 
be the face of campaigns for brands lke 
Burberry, H&M, Blumarine, Moschino, 
Jason Wu, Oscar de la Renta, Dolce & 
Gabbana, Fendi, Stella McCartney, and 
Chanel. But this one-of-a-kind blonde 
doesn’t work, doesn’t study, and doesn’t read; 
she prefers to live in an endless party. Her 
thick, enormous eyebrows, in stark contrast 
to her hair, are a detail that ensures I will 
never forget her face. Her front teeth are 
spaced apart, and this gap makes her 
extraordinarily beautiful, giving her such a 
special feature. She walks in a strange 
manner because her feet are very small, a 
size 24, meaning her stride is 7.5 times her 
height, as if Ove Arup and Partners had 
calculated such perfection. Her eyes are 
green, and thankfully, she doesn’t like to 
wear very high heels. Needless to say, she’s 
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sexy, with a youthful, freestyle spimt—“with a 
harmonious body, but nothing out of this 
world,” as she puts it. 

But such an epitome of elegance 1s marred 
by her language, her prose, and her narrative, 
filled with vulgar and profane words. Her legs 
are exceedingly thin, her collarbones sharply 
defined, and her ribs protrude, much like 
her scandalous way of speaking. 
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Z: Legs of light 

In the realm where death and love entwine, 

Let me share what they whispered, divine. 
Upon the night ship, sailing the river's flow, 
Legs of light, in dreams where memories grow. 


To you, exemplar of what | yearned to convey, 
What do both desire, | must honestly say? 

A line of verse, perhaps, simple and true, 

As we once called it, in the joyous dark hue. 


A dream contradicts the dawn's ascent, 
Glistening, swift, but are you content? 
Love, to all triumphs, and kindness too, 
In my orchard, where neither broom nor cold water drew. 


Much older than |, thirty years in my field, 
If you lose it too much, what does it yield? 
Especially in performances on the poetic stage, 
| knelt and prayed beyond my plantings’ engage. 


There slides the caterpillar, right there in the bend, 
Leaning like a boat turning in its own trend. 
Through the tides it navigates, of its own sway, 

In the days before the beard suggested | pray. 


To the muse of the very same words, 

Ina life where intelligence and kindness girds. 

Are you as smart and kind as you seem? 

Shining like mirrors, hung like hounds in my dream. 


Legs of light. 25 January, 2024 


With fervent opinions on poetry's art, 

Their lips and the bones of long fingers part. 
Trembling, they urged to paper my wall, 
With rejection leaves, as memories recall. 


Affected in England, beyond what's allowed, 

By dates, his chin tilted, head unbowed. 

In the race of life, he answered with grace, 

Yes, my dear, | respond, lessons in paradise | embrace. 


Restless, what do you aim to forgo? 

He sniffed with an accent, a dismissal in tow. 
You can do it when you're older, he proposed, 
Replace with vanity, as impatience posed. 


Only once did he suggest with a nod, 
Post-war days, if talented, an inkling of God. 
In love and in drink, he was submerged, 
Regarding publishing, he wisely urged. 


Why point out a thing twice, he said, 

If you have the choice, as he calmly spread. 
dust a plow and a pony, don't lose your pride, 
Sure as spring leaves, like a morning tide. 


A sunrise loves more than the realm of dreams, 
Post-World War Il, where warmth redeems. 

Love, not less, in hibernation’s bower, 

Greener than summer in the double or nothing hour. 


So, | told them to alter the usual array, 
In the dance of life, change the display. 


https://rodrigogranda333.wordpress.com/2024/01/25/legs-of-light/ 


3—-WOMAN MARKED: 


That woman bears marks that are scars. 
They are vivid paintings that convey their 
sweet aroma in my State of eternal agony. 


A wicked woman so cruel that she 
materializes in delicate butterflies. I 
cannot catch them as I am mesmerized by 
their infernal fluttering. 


Malevolent woman with an infantile face. 
She rides a turtle to observe her wealth 
that extends to the infinite sea of my 
devotion. 


Marked woman with seals of celestial 
protection. Don’t worry, thirteen specters 
drag me into the abyss where my father 
eagerly awaits to humiliate me. What a 
delight the aroma of death is when my 
body is bruised! 


https://rodrigogranda333.wordpress.com/2020/10/30/mujer-marcada/ 


4.—IN MEMORY: 


The branches carry the breath of all the early 
mornings 
the essence of the beautiful absent ones 


Yellow butterflies emerge in hundreds 
their graceful fluttering caresses my wounds, 
and my blood is a sudden nourishment 


I don’t care if the owner of such delicate 
celestines sends them 

much less that they abruptly turn into 
delicate dancing Fates 


Why do you hesitate to seek me? 

when your love and mine are destined to 
founder in the ocean of original 
consciousness 
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https://rodrigogranda333.wordpress.com/2020/11/01/en-memoria/ 


5.—CHOOSE DECEPTION: 


No more lies, 

come closer to my bed. 
Slowly choose deception, 
you're punctual and precise. 
Lust in your eyes, 

lies as thick as your thighs. 


Intimidate you? 

I intimidate you. 

If they could see your Greed, 

that voracious form. 

E:my, you claim to be Eimy, 

a name that wasn’t yours 1n times past. 


More madness! 

Bring that silver smoke, 

Eternal love knot, 

love of hunger and fatigue. 

Bring more strength from the lips, 
Don’t share the prize! 
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https://rodrigogranda333.wordpress.com/2020/11/24/escoge-el-engano/ 


6.—NO LONGER THE DEVIL: 

In pages diabolic, a tale unfolds, 

Of Lucifer’s transformation, a story to be told. 
Once adorned with horns and bat-like wings, 
Now in humanism, a new tune he sings. 

The tempter transformed, a cover he weaves, 
No longer the devil, but one who deceives. 

In a world of free thinkers and devout non-believers, 
He’s the concealed, the hider of true believers. 
Gone are the horns, the demonic attire, 
Replaced by a suit, a symbol of satire. 


With wings clipped and nails trimmed, 
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Taken from my Instagram account in Spanish 


“Consuetudinario 4 Transcripciones”; 12 November 2023 


A devil in disguise, the truth to be skimmed. 
Amidst the neo-pagan, self-worshipping throng, 
He lurks in shadows, where he doesn’t belong. 
In this contemporary society, so devout, 

He plays a role, veiled, without a doubt. 
We’re becoming so good, so blessed, 

Soon, the devil might be out of a Job, no jest. 
Curio’s Italian wisdom proclaimed, 

More in heaven, the hellish ranks defamed. 
The celestial abode overflows, it seems, 

While the underworld, in dwindling dreams. 
In this cosmic shift, where goodness prevails, 


The devil’s unemployment, a curious tale. 


https://www.instagram.com/p/CzkjgNOOVQj/ 
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a song flowing like a river 
motherhood and warning 
why write verses to inference? 
it is a lazy hope for life 


ghosts you manipulate through necromancy 
poem unwritten at Hotel Playa, 


the poit is to wait until the room expires, to become 
the good samaritan of the prostitutes 

it shall be like the temple of the goddess Ishtarjy 

Se eRe ee tobe now it’s just another page im my 
flight log 


but I write without style 

without school 

without academy 

without patronage 

just to waste my time 

in those boats I wasted my time 

making the masters of disguise and deceit tremble 
finding joy in disturbed minds 

sue base suse oicoe adele like the joy of 


psychoactive substances 
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if lust could last forever 
then alcoholic waters would flow like hippocampus 


would it please you if I placed the cocaine stone 
in your pipe to keep it from falling out? 

would you like me to stay by your side to stop you 
from smoking the plaster from the walls? 

turn my pipe around, my love 

now you're hooked 


“literally” 


NOTES 

[1] The Playa International Hotel was inhabited by 
transgender women. 

[2] The Ishtar Gate, one of the eight monumental gates of 
Babylon’s inner walls, decorated with brightly coloured 
animals on a glazed blue background, was erected in the early 
sixth century BC by Nebuchadnezzar II. 


“published on the Instagram account Consuetudinario. Wednesday, 16 March 2022* 


https://www.instagram.com/p/CbIlJQncOV_Y/ 


8. Transcriptions. _ 


my head bursts 
neurons stir 


they tip my Tetsubin 


I strike the filter 
I am a beast 
it holds no coffee 


tree roots 
river herbs 
flowers from the Amazon 


my doors of perception 
were openings to original consciousness 


everything appears before an ordinary 
man 
just as It is 


infinite is the power of the Medium. 


*Wednesday, 2 March 2022 
Author: Rodrigo Granda 
Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 


https://www.instagram.com/p/CbLT 1kKuHvW/ 


9. your dream._ 

do not write to me 

allow me to close your legs 

let me be the first in your dream 


I like all your limbs 


even the one you despise 
disappointments strengthen us 
the trees interact 


and I mean this entirely 
their roots 


*Saturday, 12 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 
https://www.instagram.com/p/CbLYemcO5EH/ 


10. Transcriptions._ 


the snow bears a disturbance 
my cause turned secret 
germinating to feed 


only Peter 

abhors New York 

fall of the serpent 

a jaw with a Masonic apron 
chews on corpses 


slowly 

I can slip by 

like love 

a caricature of brilliance 
the moment of clouds 


who does Julia raise? 
starlight flares up 

they should take us both 
lacking in cunning 


do the angels leave? 


they have their worries 
they'll peck at me, tearing their wings 
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pursuing Rimbaud to torment him 
they trouble him in the mornings 
they are above all 

and everyone! 


“Différance” 

heart “salterello” 

I feel positive 

today I'll eat the same 

caviar and “Konig Ludwig” cheese 


consume the stars left over 
Hollywood and Las Vegas 
in “Puppbudd” beds 
dreamlike! 


immediate heat 


after the charge 
just as it should be! 
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*Thursday, 3 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 
https:// www.instagram.com/p/CbLZBzVOp_O/ 


11. Transcriptions. _ 


now my spirit is of the Turtle 
though all my eggs are broken 
I feed by spawning into the sea 


sea 
for the fish 


the sun will dry me 


release my hen at “Le Rosey” school 
our brains, “neurotransmitter” 
are gathered in “de la pensée” 


I am unhappy standing here 
without a female, the libido won't 
awaken 

is this the night of the crocodiles? 


I shall watch purple dawns without a 
kippah 

marrow soup at night 

and the glory of running 


*Thursday, 3 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 
https://www.instagram.com/p/CbLZSqzO9X7/ 


12. Transcriptions. _ 


Sunset, sunset 
a fair warning 

: aa 
bleeding out longing! 


bones wear down 
trees that feed 
on toothless axes 


sunset bring’s me pain 
while the sun’s aura 
laughs upon my obscene face 


cracked thoughts 
with its rays I'll weave 
a veil to cover facets 


*Tuesday, 1 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed while making coffee. 
https:// www. instagram.com/p/CbLtzX 1upBf/ 


13. Here In This Spring. _ 


The sun rises 
Is half its light 
March has come 


To take to give is all 
To surrender now is to pay 


To the mad chase through the gardens 
That will rake at last all currencies 
The parting of hat from hair 


Can you even tell the age 
Your mouth in the kiss? 


And four Birds’ 
To the perfumed air 
This Spring buries a spring bird 


Shall it be male or female? 
With green strings 
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Here In This Spring 
I should learn spring 
To lift to leave from treasures. 


*for Alice 


Rodrigo Granda's Consuetudinario. Transcriptions 2022 
MX Phaneinthymos Media Group Inc. | Phanerothyme. 


Phanerothyme. Mexico City, Mexico 2022 
https:// www.instagram.com/p/CbL_CHquVst/ 


14. literature of negation._ 


if, after I die 

you wished to write for me 

in the final hotel 

the perfect narrative for my biography 


avant-garde poetry forged 
with Nicanor Parra’s quill 
<<praxis>>, anti-poetry 
it could be any text 


literature of negation 

as Claude Mauriac called it 
disintegration or deconstruction? 
language, text, —analogue literature— 


under the guidance 

of a personal library 

messages via text from the Bard of Huancayo 
amidst the silence of Rimbaud 

a desert in Mallarmé’s pages 

the inarticulate cries of Artaud 

Joyce's alliterations 

homophones 

homographs 

synonyms in Beckett's expression 


there is nothing simpler than a phenomenon tied 
to the emergence of old art forms arising from: 
—the need to speak and write. 
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*Monday, 14 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 
https://www.instagram.com/p/CbNCgScOuRo/ 


15. The Demon and the Witches' Revelry._ 


<<Graf St. Genois d'Anneaucourt>> is no 
more 


I have seen the fields of <<aker larre>> 


while the demon and the witches revel 
towards the heavens 


the Bishops forbid paths of experience 
men have gone seeking ergot 
the lustful, for their pointed hats 


such valleys are inhabited by chemsex 
farmers 


two men tossing META into the air 
does my piece of flesh beat within? 
does it pulse inside? 


surrounded by enemies 
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pure crystalline gaze 
sharp nails 

high heels 

drips and antennas 
change your strategy 


sometimes 


it is better to retreat in time 


*Friday, 11 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 
https:// www. instagram.com/p/CbNDKwigU_Z/ 


16._ Altered, they await me 


I will wait for you in silence 

as if sensing 

that you won't plead insanity on my 
behalf 


I sang to a woman 
while in Elysium 
a pathological laugh opens up 


will you revive the shot girl? 

words that left your mouths 
Famadihana in Magache! seven years 
have passed now 


time is dense 

like a preacher shouting aberrations 
through a microphone 

to lead hooked strumpets down the 
righteous path 
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neon doorways over beds in transient 
hotels 

with little money for food 

Monoica, Dioica, Lilith, Eve, Tory 
Brauer — all altered, they await me 
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*Friday, 11 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning 
https://www.instagram.com/p/CbNH251ADO_/ 


17. face to face on Instagram. _ 
what keeps you from speaking? 
we are face to face on Instagram 
everything will be erased 

in reverse 

in the end 

the death of Ananias and Sapphira 
my beloved skill was 

we are interlocutors 

intertwined 

reciprocal 

optimal 


for neural processing 
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I have seen the smoke above the 
buildings 


I have seen your fears while wide awake 


we are 
the << gluttiére>> 


for those who wear bat wings 
that era of handwritten letters 
is gone 

You, for lack of time 


I, for lack of strength in my hands 
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*Thursday, 10 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 
https:// www.instagram.com/p/CbNIopAgCio/ 


18. Wisdom. _ 


wisdom 
against the subjugation of temples 


everything we do not understand 


the spirit flows 
from wicked women 
pale 

their eyes clear 

like emeralds 


I have walked those paths 

their charming frozen bodies 

their blood 

<<Solve et Coagula>> 

they alter judgement 

they call us bitter, like the taste of 


<<N-bomb>> 


how bitter we have become! 
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it is explained 
as a sea of endorphins, dopamine, and 
oxytocin 


so then 

are you in trouble, Eimy Sue? -,; 
so confused and in love 

but never for you lot? 


for us 

those who live on vulgar troubles 
in deeply profound 

lives 

consciousness 


and individuals in SOMA 
more funereal to stoke the fires of our 
pipes 


you would be the perfect woman 


...but no one knows when I’Il return 


[1] Eimy Sue, the last companion now sailing 
alone 


*Wednesday, 9 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 
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https://www.instagram.com/p/CbNarJMgY PP/ 


19. Outside and Within._ 
outside and within 
to scar with ashes 
all glamorous 
distant 

in grave troubles 
we keep singing 
somewhere small 
only on occasion 
for Art and its arts 
thus ends the story 
about that person 


who could curse even the wind! 
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*Tuesday, 8 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 


https://www.instagram.com/p/CbOJ6ubuF uo/ 


20. Great Dark Sorceress. _ 
tattoos that dress the night 
with the rod of Aaron 


she called me —Ulysses the castaway— 
on Calypso’s isle 


killer waves, "rogue waves" 


where Atargatis used me to become the 
Assyrian goddess of fertility 


was she sacrificed? or did her father, like 
Jephthah, “vow recklessly with his lips” 


her story runs deep — Tuisto? "deum 
terra editum" 


ecstatic in your fantasy, the simple 


movement of a chromosome and we 
would have been others 
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supernatural powers of the Westcar 
Papyrus, where the magician Dedi 
amazed the royal court of Khufu 


keep the secrets 


it will be a very special year for the 
whole world 


new portals to the freedom of 
consciousness will open 


—we must be prepared for what’s to 
come— 
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*Sunday, 6 March 2022. Author: Rodrigo Granda 


Technique: voice transcribed over the first coffee of the morning. 
https://www.instagram.com/p/CbOK29709eJ/ 


21. The Return of Tulku 


I 


I should not speak of this, but something 
compels me—a supernatural dread, perhaps, or 
the ghostly hint of duty. “Return as their only 
Tulku,” they whispered, those spectral shades 
that gather in shadowy streets under my star. 
Once, I walked among them as a poet, a 
prophet. But now my body, frail with the years, 
harbours a pain that murmurs of the end. 
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Il 


When my mind drifts into the darker 
alleys of thought, I see Samding Dorje 
Phagmo, her emaciated form wrapped in a 
tattered shroud—exhumed after seven years of 
confinement. The lifeless form of Vivienne 
Wimmler lay there, her torso alone seeming to 
stir with a ghastly semblance of life. I shudder 
to recall her last hours, her agony seared deep, 
her glassy eyes fixed on something invisible. A 
bitter scent of Travellers’ Joy lingered in the 
room, an absurd juxtaposition against her 
twisted, bare form, almost comic—a bloom in 
grotesque proximity to decay. “See the Buddha 
stuffed with phlegm,” she murmured with her 
last breath, a riddle uttered in the throes of 
delirium. 
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A strange song haunts me now, sung 
by the poets of that sinister lineage. Friends 
once, but now mere shades, they crowd my 
visions. In their mouths, words are sour fruit, 
bitter truths unspoken until twilight drips into 
night. Among us, there are those who cling to 
illusions—the promise of something, a mirage 
to lend meaning to the unknowable. And yet, as 
I walk beneath the winter moon, the sadness of 
their whispers lingers, catching me unawares 
like a phantom chill. 
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LV 


As the night stretches towards 
some unseen end, I feel an urge to drink 
deeply, as if that amber elixir could 
dissolve this uncanny sorrow. Yet no drink 
could suffice, for my soul has already been 
claimed. Was it a pact I had forgotten, or 
merely a remnant of the ruinous longing 
that has seeped into every fibre of my being? 
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Vv 


Memories arrive unbidden now— 
ghosts of The Macallan 1926, aged in sherry 
casks for sixty years, tasted in smoky bars’ dark 
corners, laughter cleaving the fog, hollow 
questions lingering like corrosive shadows. 
Vivienne Wimmler, too, was ensnared by such 
spectres, until the dawn of 19 September 2015, 
when she was lost to this earthly realm forever, 
her enigma unresolved, her lips whispering that 
age-old question: “What of the postponed 
dream?” 
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VI 


The City of London, which had once 
ignited her soul, had exiled her, abandoning 
her verses to the dust. They, too, had been 
haunted, ensnared in the web of their own 
making, believing her a prophet for the ages, a 
voice to redeem their city’s sin. But she 
remained in her distant chamber, a figure 
drawn to an empty margin of existence, 
discarded by the very soil that had once 
embraced her. 
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Vil 


In her wake, the silence deepened, the 
shadows grew. And still, beneath the starlit 
skies of an eternal winter, the question lingers, 
unanswered and undying—a testament to the 
perilous nature of dreams pursued, or deferred. 
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22. black and white views 


23. The Dream of the Journey 


In a small village, sacks of flour lay piled 
upon the beams of ancient houses. Streams 
flowed with a gentle grace, and fish grew fat 
in their crystalline waters. It was a simple 
place, where humble clay held the lives of 
those who dwelled there. In a time forgotten, 
in lands where dreams intertwine with 
wakefulness, a fading, overwhelming vision 
emerged in my mind. I found myself in a 
vast, shadowy space, where sacks of flour 
lay stacked on beams, and streams flowed 
with infinite sweetness. The fish grew 
plump, and in their simple being, it felt as if 
nature itself was watching me with crossed 
eyes, as if in silent, strange prayer. 
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I 


One night, as the moon rose in the sky, a 
young man named Ganymede had a peculiar 
dream. In this dream, he wandered along an 
unfamiliar path, bordered by rose bushes 
with golden leaves that shimmered under 
the moon's soft light. The sweet scent of 
*Conium maculatum* floated in the air, as 
if someone had just celebrated it. Amid 
those murmuring waters and moonlit 
reflections, a figure emerged from the mist: 
it was me, years later, holding a glass of 
*Conium maculatum*. My thoughts 
wandered, as intoxicated as a small cat 
curling up near a stove in the chill of March. 
I felt the weight of time upon my temples; I 
could hear the whisper of the wind 
revealing ancient secrets. Yet, the silence of 
the night, vast and secret, embraced me, 
and the moon rose into the heavens as if in 
a dance, making its eternal return. 
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I 


Ganymede found himself in a meadow 
drenched with mid-March dew. He felt a 
profound peace, though in the distance, a 
bear seemed to watch him, curious and calm. 
“What could this bear want?” Ganymede 
wondered as he continued walking under 
the moonlight. In the distance, I saw a 
garden of roses whose golden glow 
cascaded down in a stream of leaves. 
Beneath that canopy, a figure lit a pipe and 
let spirals of smoke rise towards the moon 
itself. Like an old march of love and sorrow, 
the steps of this figure called to me, yet I 
could not answer. A bear, enormous and 
solemn, approached slowly through the 
shadows, a bearer of ancient wisdom and 
dark fates. 
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IV 


The path led him to an incredibly fast-paced 
city where winter and summer intertwined. 
The speed at which he travelled was 
astonishing, and he moved through torrents 
and storms with courage and determination. 
Soon, Ganymede realised that each step 
brought him closer to an uncertain 
destination, where his heart, dark and full 
of mystery, searched for something beyond. 
Oh, my beloved city, veiled in the mist of 
time. In my dream, I was drawn to you, 
travelling day and night, defying darkness 
and shadows. But nothing I saw reproached 
me; it only whispered old songs of courage 
and valour. I felt in my chest the weight of 
past sins, of dreams drowned in the dust of 
oblivion, and in the frosty breeze, an echo 
of thunder and rain that resembled the final 
chimes of a long-extinguished storm. 
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V 


Ganymede’s invisible dreams manifested as 
golden leaves, shining in the dark night. He 
found a rose garden that no longer bloomed, 
and his heart felt a deep sadness. “Why have 
they ceased to grow?” he wondered as he 
picked a petal that had fallen on his chest. 
All around me, as in a macabre dance, 
flowers and water dissolved into the air; 
petals fell upon my chest and hat, like ashes 
from a time long gone. I moved forward 
under the black sun of summer, and my 
heart burned like the desert of my 
memories. “Are you destined to live forever?” 
a deep, unfamiliar voice resonated in my ear. 
I looked at my hands, and in them, the scent 
of sin and sadness seemed to merge, while a 
clock suspended in the void continued its 
count, undisturbed. 
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VI 


As he advanced, the wind stopped blowing, 
and Ganymede’s lungs seemed to surrender 
to the harshness of the path. Yet he did not 
stop. The island of his dreams lingered in 
his mind, a promise of hope and renewal. “I 
must go on,” he told himself, “even when all 
seems lost.” The men and women of my 
land bowed beneath the weight of days, and 
I, with an invisible flute in my hands, tried 
to draw forth a sound that might reach 
them. But all my lips could emit was silence 
and gloom. The moon hung over me like a 
mantle, and the dark field that stretched 
out before my feet seemed to call me. 
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At last, he reached a clearing in the forest 
where a circle of children raised their hands 
to the sky. In the centre, a red flower glowed 
intensely. Ganymede understood that the 
true purpose of his journey was to find that 
flower, the symbol of his deepest dreams 
and desires. And so I continued my march 
amid the last glimmers of my dream. I knew 
I would never return to where I began; that 
those shadows rising before me were only 
echoes of a lost world, fragments of a dimly 
remembered yearning, vanished like rats in 
the granaries when night falls upon the 
earth. 
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Upon awakening, Ganymede felt that 
something had changed within him. He 
knew that the path towards his dreams 
would be difficult, but he also understood 
that, with courage and determination, he 
could achieve any goal he set for himself. 
The journey had been long and arduous, but 
the destination was worth every step. I 
awoke at last, with the first light of dawn, 
my soul weary and my chest heavy with 
melancholy. For I know that dreams and life 
intertwine like threads in a loom, and that 
those who seek in the depths of dream 
often find veiled truths. 


24. the goddess Ishtar 
and the home of the 
three types of women 
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20. Monday, {6th September 2024 (By way of 
justifying my literary production) 


Today marks four years without alcohol or drugs. 
Although | am not acquainted with Sigmund Freud, 
today more than ever, | am convinced that without 
him, there would be no cultural history of cocaine 
and its medical use. Over these last four years, | 
have read testimonies of traffickers and addicts, 
such as the book "Snow Blind: A Brief Career in the 
Cocaine Trade" by Robert Sabbag, in an effort to 
find the origin of my addiction. | also read "La 
Venganza del Inca: Antologia de Poemas con 
Cocaina’ by David Gonzalez, which brought back 
memories of the adventures of my addiction 
companion, Vivienne Wimmler, in the Andes. 
Consequently, it was inevitable to have an 
irresistible urge to write again what | had left 
unfinished in 2016 while adapting my life to motor 
disability. 
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| wondered, "For what purpose?" Writing is a good 
tool to keep the brain active, and what better mental 
exercise than to remember those experiences and 
turn them into my diary. My diary, which has 
become ten volumes—some published digitally and 
the rest in progress. Although | am not a 
professional writer, meaning | do not make a living 
from writing, | believe that the greatest thing | can 
contribute is the originality of the story of a drug 
addict and destructive relationships. 
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| do not remember exactly when | first heard 
Santini's voice saying, "Get to the twelfth line, my 
love; | will be there for you." Although | had 
already narrated my relationship with Santini in 
my ten diaries, | mention it again here to relate it 
to this text. Santini is a name | use to protect the 
identity of a beautiful human being who was my 
companion during the first two years of 
secondary school and who loved me until the last 
minute of his life. Even though | was truly in love 
with his mother at the time, during a vacation, she 
slept naked next to me. | was only {{ years old, so 
she was the first woman | ever touched who 
caused me to get a hard-on and ejaculate at the 
sight of her beautiful, freshly shaved vagina. She 
smelled so delicious that | encouraged myself to 
give her a little kiss. As the years went by Santini 
began a gender change transition so she made 
her face identical to her mother's and adopted the 
name Sharon. | did not see her slowly die of AIDS 
because | lost contact with her and her mother. 
Sharon died on September (6, 2006. 
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Re-reading books like *The Fruit Palace* by Charles 
Nicholl—a gift from Sharon, though | no longer know 
where that copy went—ultimately convinced me that 
addictions are a tool wielded by the financial elite to 
control humanity. But returning to the shared 
complicity in a relationship, where intense 
experiences with sex and addiction were a constant, 
| found that both physical and financial surrender 
only truly existed beside Vivienne Wimmler. I've only 
altered a few letters in her name, and it's through 
my diaries, now future novels, that these 
experiences with her are interwoven. There was 
something imperceptible that connected me to this 
transgender woman, to the cisgender woman from 
Bariloche, and to my other sexual partners, each 
significant yet complementary in their way. 
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In the daily practice of creative writing, it's difficult 
to detach from the authors who have accompanied 
me through this journey of excess and now 
abstinence. One begins to lose the enjoyment of 
reading Bret Easton Ellis or Jay Mclnerney in the 
mornings, recalling that golden age for young 
writers before the turn of the millennium in 2000. 
After many failures, as an author of one’s own 
narrative, one tries to discover a unique style, 
realising perhaps there are only a few readers who 
will ever find it. Yet where there is lack, potential 
emerges; artificial intelligence offers a great 
opportunity to access books unavailable in Spanish, 
expanding the circle of authors and topics that 
enrich our experience and vocabulary. 
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“T cannot live without you. The other 
mouth of Hell that will catch me will not 


be as hot as yours” 
—Aleister Crowley. 


*In 1930, Aleister Crowley, a famed magician and 
occultist faked his own suicide at Boca do Inferno, with 
the help of the poet Fernando Pessoa. 
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26. breviary in pictures of my dreams 
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thanks for your time. 
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